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Now we live like Eskimos under a shadow,

But under a shade more terrible than the Northern

lights,

Under the fire of bomber, fighter, and guns,
Love can but take its minute, and wish for one more
Hug against the rattling cold, one more kiss.

For here the disaster is clear. Aware of this,
Like men breathing gas in a dream, we wonder,
Listen to the mocking speeches of the unjust,
Those who on their tongues have a new world to give,
But lie in their hearts, that they may live.

O monsters of gold, effigies of gain, O bankers,
With the people's curse on you, how now hope to

survive,

How hope to keep the profit in the till.
You are safe while the chains of war continue to hold,
But like an earthquake the last day will arrive.

Disaster on disaster, but the people still live,
I, the sad man, and my darling, and many other ones,
In Berlin, in London, in Paris, all in the sunshine,
Who know their places well, and know the future.
The wind from Mexico blows. My misery

Hangs like the people's star on the chestnut tree.
The wind blows. The disaster is here and clear.
The tree in the wind sings differently. I see
The young man of evening lift his face in the sun,
Out of Europe's ruin Love come to everyone.